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SPAWN 86 Summary 

After Cog is unable to reason with Spawn, the ghost of Al 

Simmons appears to him and they have a heart-to-heart talk. 
Spawn’s epiphany comes when he kills his own ghost. He then 
returns to the alleys a changed man refusing to be a pawn in 
someone else’s game. He announces to Cog that he is quitting. 


SPAWN #87. Digital Edition. Published by IMAGE COMICS 1440 N. Harbor Boulevard, Suite 305, Fullerton, CA 92635. Spawn, its logo and 
its symbol are registered trademarks 1999 of Todd McFarlane Productions, Inc. All other related characters are TM and © 1999 Todd 
McFarlane Productions, Inc. All rights reserved. Any similarities to persons living or dead is purely coincidental. With exception of 
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New York is acity 
built on ghosts. 


Close your eyes and 
you can hear them. 


Look quickly enough : : \ : 
and you may see them: E \ Ef The still-born dreams 


of immigrant souls, 
delivered to Ellis 
Island by black 
draped coffin ships... 






Theleaping suicide 
bankers of 1929... 


The sky-walking lroqouis 
laborers buried beneath 
the colossal marble 
pediments of Manhattan 
skyscrapers... 


Theceaseless stream of mob 
bosses, careless bystanders, 
buxom coeds and reclusive pop 
stars murdered in the street... 


By now 
every inchof 
this city must 
be haunted. 






But there is only one 
ghost which haunts me. 


For years there have been low murmurings among the city's 


Every age has its legends, and this one is custo 
made forthe cusp ofanew millennium. It's perfect 


While the Babel Towers of commerce fail in 
their quest to touch the hem of God, a 
spectral agent of justice emerges from the 
squalid depths of city gutters. 


The innocent are protected, the guilty 
are punished, and evilis vanquished. 
Allof whichis pure melodramatic bull— 
shit, of course, butit makes anice tale. 
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Six weeks ago, a mysterious fire blazed through an 
area ofthe Bowery given the colorful nomencla— 

ture of Rat City." A place that has seen its share of 
strange occurrences over the past several years. 


A place also known, by 
some, as "Spawn Alley." 









WHAT? 
YES, OF 
COURSE I'M 
WORKING ON-- 
NO. NO-- 
IT WILL BE 
READY WHEN 
IT 1S-- 
MY WHAT? 
MY ADVANCE 2 
DON'T YOU DARE 
SPEAK TO 
ME-- 


NO, YOU 
WILL LISTEN TO 
ME, NOW, I 
Peer, ape 


WILL NWOT-- 


OBSESSED? 
WHAT ON 
EARTH ARE YOU--? 
NO! NO! GODDAMNIT, 
T AM NOTHAVING 


THIS 
CONVERSATION. 


HANGING UP. I AM 
HANGING UP. PLEASE 
ROUTE ALL FUTURE 
PARANOIAC OUT- 

eats THROUGH 




















YOU'LL 
GET IT WHEN 
YOU GET IT, NO. 
NOI oo NOT-- 





UN A 
"Stiv and Lyssa" 





Va 2 i) f f 
So what... do I just start? Cool. Mostly they're old guys, though. So yeah, Spawn. | heard — 
Okay. Yeah, I've heard of It gets really depressing with the he's a black dude. They did 
Spawn. | useta scam down old guys. Like they're never something to him in the war. 
near the alleys. Dudes ‘round gonna change. Whatever you Like gave him superpowers. 
there were pretty cool. are at 40, that's what you'll be Mutation experiment orsome—_ 
foreva, right? Not me, though. | thing. All kinds of weird alien shit. 
got plans. Don't we, hon? Big Like in that movie, the one with 
plans. that guy from the other one. No? 





| saw him a couple times. What? So, uh, listen dude... Are we like 
Spawn, | mean. Never talked to (unintelligible) getting paid for this or what? 
him though. I just kinda kept my 

distance. Struck me as the kinda 

guy who appreciates his privacy, 

know what I'm saying? 


You here to make me famous, 
friend? Is that what this is 
about? To bring my god-given 
talent to the people, let me shine 
alittle righteous light into this 
dark, dark world? All right. I'm 
ready for my close-up, mister 
man! 


You ask me, | think its some 
Ualalet-W(erereeloneyde]iele) (e-em hd 
felg-tarelel- tele mnr-t-Wiar-te](e Ta) 
down in N'awilins, he knew all 
about that crap. He was a healer. 
One time, when | was kid, | saw 
him cast seven devils outta his 
ol' whore. 


INTERVIEW #11 
"Jaka" 


Spawn? Listen, brother, you 
don't want to go there. That's 
messin! wit' some deep-dark- 
hella—evil-mikki-fikkin—mojo there. 
Alla that devii crap? Man, just 
leave it out. Why you wanna 
know 'bout sumpin' like that? 


YAAAA-AAGHOOOA! 
HAAAGH! An’ alla demons 
come pourin' outcher mouth, like 
bats and snakes and lizards. 
Like you're pukin' up a zoo or 
something. Don't play wit' that 
stuff, I'm telling you. For real. 


=: Y 


PROPERTIES 





Nah, | ain't never seen him. But 
my pal Rudi has. Saw him skin a 
man alive and feed him to his 
dogs. And he's got this stare, 
right? Just holds you to the spot. 
Hypnotic, like. He's one messed 
up cat, | can tell you that much. 





Walk the path of the righteous 
man, my brother. The devil is 
everywhere and it only takes one 
moment of weakness. You best 
be keeping your eyes open in 
this bitch world. Know'm say'n? 


-Yeah, we knew ‘im. Real well, 
iColen 

—Oh yeah, | was right there 
when he torched -- 

~Pals we were. His posse, like 
in the westerns 

—Man | love westerns. Ever see 
that one, ‘bout that bad ass 

sheriff —— 


~Those were the days, man, 
Kickin' ass, takin' names. 
Before he got all morose and 
moody. 

~Yeah. | miss the big guy. | really 
do. As far as walking corpses 
go, he was the best. 

—Hey, what ever happened to 
that freaky monkey? 

—Uh oh... 


INTERVIEW #14 
"Willie, Chet and Bigfoot" 





-Hey remember the time he 
fought that big metal dude, 
LaXelelomn uve) elm ia-\(o\'/-1 a4 
What was his name? The 
pentium Guinea? 

-Oh, man, was that sweet! He 
got him by the throat like this. 

Wa-POW! 





-And then the robot dude, he 
gets Spawny in a headlock, 
ce} alate | tare mal mares ale) 
the pavement. It was brutal! 

-No. That's not how it (unintel- 
el le){=) Mat-]*)¢l-Ja(-10 Am m=] ae (eo) 
my (unintelligible)... 





Hey... uh... sorry ‘bout your 
shoes, dude. 


| guess I'd like to think we were 
friends. | know that sounds 
weird, but that's how it felt to me. 
| remember when he first came 
here, some of the other guys 
wanted him to leave. Not that 
you could make him leave or 
anything like that... 





Keloyauae)t-lant-Mallumelmareliallalen 

Like | said, it's just really hard. 
See a while back, | lost another 
friend. His name was Bootsy. At 
least that's what we called him. 
Real smart guy. Always looked 
after me. Closer than brothers. 


INTERVIEW #14 
"Bobby" 





But | always said, hey, he's one 
of us. Poor sucker's lost his 
home, his family, his whole life. 
Just tryin’ ta make the best out of 
a bad situation. Isn't that what 
Wcuac-ll ele) ae Var NI ROMS 


Turns out Bootsy was an 

angel. An'| don't mean that 

like he was a nice guy, but 

that he was an actual, real life 
angel, sent to watch over us, He 
saved Spawn's life once. And 
then he had to leave. Said he'd 
always look out for me, though. 





But | never thought he'd just 
up and leave like that. It was 
really hard. That last night, 
before it happened, you could 
see something in him had 
changed. Something switched 
over in him for good, and that 
was that. 





But it don't feel like anyone's 

Kote) fate el biacolme)im=r0)¢)9\'Alt=-1-) 
days. Every year, these old 
bones get a little creakier, the 
days seem alittle shorter. Every— 
day, it's like there's just less of 
me. Excuse me. Gimme a sec, 
will ya? 





Let me tell you something about 


Spawn, | don't think anyone ever 


really understood... Well, to tell 
the truth, | think he was lonely. 
Sounds funny, | know, big tough 


guy like that. But | really think he 


was. 


Not "Al." Spawn. Spawn. Not 
Al. He told me not to call him 
that no more. "Never speak that 
name again," that's what he said. 
I'm sorry. | just forgot fora 
minute. Do you think you can 
maybe cut that part out? 


| mean, | know what it's like to 
feel you ain't got nothing in this 
world. Like no matter what you 
do, you're best days are long 
behind you and even they were 
pretty crappy now that you think 
Elofolelaie 


Anyways... | know I'm rambling, 
I'm sorry... | guess I'm saying 
sometimes this world gets so 
cold, and sometimes the only 
Lia} ale mele mar- Wem (OM <-1-1om ele micelan 
going under is your friends, and 
then they go and leave you and... 





Sometimes things get so bleak, 
you just gotta laugh. Most 
fel-to) 0) (-Mo(ol ama dale) misl  emelel aol 
could have quite a sense of 
humor when the mood struck 
him. He had this real deep, 
booming laugh. | remember 
once -- Wait. I'm sorry. 





I'm sorry. Can we just stop now. 
Please? 


—Actually, we're "Ex'-ex-cops 
now. Come Monday, we are 
once again part of the Thin Blue 
Line that separates civilization 
from anarchy.* 

-"Thin" being used rather 
metaphorically here, of course. 

-Bite me Twitch. So what did ya 
want to know about? 


*see Sam and Twitch #1" for 
details. 


-So we get to the place, check it 
out. Naked woman tied to her 
leY=re Ve) iat- Melb le(- Mel] mere) (oo) am tal) 
floor wearing a Batman mask, a 
(or- lola late Melero lel=tanlamaleltallare] 
else. So what do | do? | go to 
cuff the intruder. 


INTERVIEW #17 
"Sam and Twitch" 


Sw 


~ "Health Spa?" Twitch, you 
know anything about a health 
spa? Huh? Oh. "Hell Spawn." 
Gotcha. Scourge of the alleys, 
caped avenger of New York 
City? The urban bogeyman, 
Spawn the Undead? Nah. 
Never heard of him. 


-And then the broad starts 
screeching: "Stop it! You'll kill 
him!" Turns out it was some 
kinda kinky game. Chick's boy 
friend would dress up like an 
Hoife)at-taleM eelelacer-melemni-\m (colin me) a) 
toppa the dresser. Got her real 
hot. 





~Although there was one caped 


marauder as | recall, sir. Do 
you remember? 


-Oh, jeez. | almost forgot. This 


was years ago, we're still in 
uniform back then. Get some 
call about a woman being 
attacked by a crazed super 
hero. 





-Only this time the poor bastard 
knocks his head on the ceiling 
lamp. Boom! Out like a light. 
SSToM-Ja[ cM t(-\0 MU] oP alia exe) aiaT-are) 
is in a coma for she knows, and 
she screams blue murder. 

Man, | seen some weird crap in 
my time, but that takes the 
goddman cake! 


INTERVIEW #20 
“Wanda and Terry" 














-Yes? 
: ‘ —Whai?! 
=Geodevenng. licen tiniest? —Just a moment of your time. 
bother you. | was wondering if | Biases, Now'cerrect me if Ii 
could ask you a few questions—— : ; 
wrong, but your first husband, 


-What is this about? : : 
2 
—l understand you've had contact ns name was Al, right? Al 
Simmons... 


with someone called Spawn. 

















SIN 
—What do you think you're doing, -| would greatly appreciate it if 
upsetting my wife like that? you got the hell off my property 
-I'm sorry. If | could just ask a before | have to stick my foot up 
few questions I'd greatly your ass. How's that for a 
appreciate -- goddamn quote? 


~You know what, little man? 





I'm not making no claims about 
nothing. | only know what | saw, 
and like I told you that ain't 
much. It was maybe six months 
ago, a little after eleven in the 
p.m. | remember that ‘cause the 
Met had just got out. 





I stare at him for maybe one 
second, but it felt like forever. | 
mean I can't believe what's going 
on. I'm thinking I'm gonna lose 
my hack license for squashing a 
ped, but this guy just stands up. 

| remember his eyes. Green, like 
cat's eyes in the dark. 


INTERVIEW #22 
"Corgie" 





So | pick up this fare and we're 
lal=r-(e lla Ce) 7-Uce meio acorn dal-18) 
BAM!, something comes out of 
nowhere. Out of the sky, like. 
Falls smack bang on the hood of 
my ride. | thought a bomb went 
off. 





And then he was gone. It 
happened so fast | wouldn't 
believe it if it weren't for the 
damage he done. Meanwhile | 
got a coupla fares in back 
panicking, wondering what's 
going on. It was a peculiar night. 














| mean look at that. You want 
proof, there itis. You see, what- 
ever it was did some real 
damage. You'd think that woulda 
killed a person. | hit the brakes 
and this, this guy or this thing 
rolls off on to the ground. 





Never saw him again and still 
have no idea what the hell that 
thing was. But | tell you one 
thing. It was real. And whatever 
it was, they don't write insurance 
for crap like that. No sir, they 
sure don't. 


Metare(-1ecieclare mele m-le-miare ellatare| 
about the existence of some 
mysterious urban avenger. The 
Hell Spawn? How fascinating. 
May | ask you, have you met with 
much success? 


Of course, | realize you have a 
publisher. And | can appreciate 
I \alclar- Mele)alec- (olaioe- mere) al (¢-(e1m 
After all, we are nothing if we 
cannot keep our word, wouldn't 
you agree? 


INTERVIEW #24 
"Identity Unknown" 


Oh, no. I'm afraid | couldn't be 
of any help to you. | have little 
experience with such sordid 
matters. Dark alleys, blood 
oaths, vengeance from beyond 
the grave... No, really not my cup 
of tea. 


But anything you turn up —- 
particularly the Spawn's current 
whereabouts —- well, let's just 
say | am in a position to discuss 
avery generous bargain, should 
you be so inclined. 





| was just curious to know the 
results of your research. If you 
had found any concrete evidence 
regarding this creature's exist— 
ence. Personal interest. Let's 
just leave it at that, shall we? 





Oh no, that won't be necessary. 
Believe me, when the time 
comes | will know how to contact 
you. Good evening, then. 


"I WAN 
TO BEGIN 
im BY sue. 


SOME 
\ COVERAGE 
OF -- a 


THAT'S 
: ice KIND OF 
DON'T BE OUR POINT 
SILLY, THIS F wy) \. THERE, 
THING TO ME ISN'T A BOSNIAN : CHIEF. 


ABOUT SPENDING Pw ven 


THE NIGHTIN A . 
CITY ALLEY. 
LiKE THIS, AS 


THAT'S IT. I'M 
W OUTTA HERE. I 
AIN'T GETTING 
h RABIES JUST FOR 








LEET TO MY 
OWN DEVICES, I MAKE is 
A RECONNAISSANCE OF THE Y. A 
GENERAL AREA. IT'S MUCH 52 SOME 
LARGER THAN I j ] Z4/ AREAS ARE 
EXPECTED AND STILL = W SCORCHED SO 
LARGELY DESERTED. f DEEP, THE BRICKS 
<s HAVE MELTED... 
ADMITTEDLY YET FLAMMABLE 
1 AM NOT < 4 SURFACES NEAR- 
AN EXPERT, BUT ’ bh BY REMAIN 
FROM WHAT I a D. UNTOUCHED. 
CAN TELL, THE =] : 2 
FIRE THAT | 
SWEPT THROUGH 
HERE WAS 


HIGHLY 
IRREGULAR, 


IT 1S AS A 
ALMOST AS PERSONAL 
IF THE FIRE HAD OBSERVATION, IT 
A SPECIFIED SEEMS INCONCEIV- 
OBJECTIVE. ABLE THAT ANYONE 
_ \ WOULD INTENTIONALLY 
CHOOSE THIS 
PLAGE fae A 
HOME 





3:15 A.M... 
THE LAST OF 
THE COFFEE IS 

GONE. THE 
CAFFEINE IS 

MAKING ME 

JITTERY. 


FUNNY. ALONE 
IN THE DARK WITH 
ONE'S THOUGHTS 
LIKE THIS, IT... (T 
CAN BE VERY 
DISCONCERTING. 


LEAP WITH 
ADRENALINE. 


1 STILL 
DON'T KNOW 
WHAT I'M 
EXPECTING TO 

FIND, BUT I 
WILL REMAIN | 
COME OUT, 


TILL \ 
SUNRISE. ; * COME OUT 
, \ WHEREVER 
YOU ARE, 





I FIND THE 
REMNANTS OF 
SOME RUDIMENTARY 
STRUCTURE. AN 
ALTAR, PERHAPS? 
THERE 1S A GREAT 
DEAL OF CHARRED 
DEBRIS AND SOME 
SMALL BITS OF... 


GOD, 


THESE 
LOOK a 


I FOLLOW 
THE NOISE 
TO THE HEART 
OF THE ALLEY 
MAZE. ITIS 
CLEAR THAT THIS 
{S WHERE THE 
Tevee CONFLAGRATION 
NOISE BEGAN. 
PROBABLY 
JUST A LOOSE 
BOARD 


FLAEPING 














PLEASE. I 
GOTTA KNOW, I 
DON'T CARE ABOUT 
THE BOOK, OR ABOUT 
THE -- THE MONEY OR 
ANY OF THAT. I JUST 


WANT TO KNOW. 
FOR ME. 
; y SOMETHING 
THERE'S VY HAPPENED IN 
SOMETHING - THOSE ALLEYS, ait y 
GOING ON. GODDAMN 11, AND PLEASE. 
I'VE SEEN IT. IJUSTHAVE TO | WZ I'M 
BUT I DON'T j . KNOW WHAT IT 5 BEGGING 
UNDERSTAND ; 1S. I CAN'T fH} YOU. JUST 
IT. i SLEEP TILL ; : 
I KNOW. 


TELL ME 
THE TRUTH 
ABOUT 
SPAWN. 


THE TRUTH? 
VERY WELL, I'LL 
TELL YOU, BUT I DON'T 
THINK YOU'LL LIKE IT. 
FUNNY THING ABOUT LIFE. 
THE TRUTH [S ALMOST 
NEVER WHAT You 


7 SOME OLD 
FOOLS TELLING 
STORIES AROUND 
THE BONFIRE, 
TRYING TO 
PASS THE 
TIME. 





ee 


LET IT GO, 
FRIEND. 
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"This city was 
built on ghosts. 
Maybe some of 
them deserve to 
rest in peace." 





EMPIRA 





